easily have become, it was Ladye who at a certain time of
year was wont to develop what John called the Riviera
wheeze and the Monte Carlo cough, hinting at the desira-
bility of avoiding the English winter and seeking refuge in
a warmer climate. John used to say that it was surprising
that wherever they planned to go for a holiday the route
as worked out by Ladye invariably found its way through
Monte Carlo.
But when they got there Ladye was very moderate in her
playing. She liked to potter along in a quiet way, getting
tremendous excitement out of small losses or gains. Not so
John; when she played at all, she went the pace and went it
hard, and on one occasion, fully recognizing her own in-
ability to pull up, she marched in upon the bank manager
at Monte Carlo, and, having cashed a cheque that would
cover hotel expenses and the journey home, requested him
to cancel the balance of her letter of credit.
I like to dwell upon those years. They were amongst the
happiest of her life, for they were shared with a most delight-
ful, sympathetic and versatile companion. I, who had
known Ladye since my childhood and grew to know her
very well before her death, can vouch for that. And if
those years were apparently idle and pleasure-seeking, they
nonetheless saw the gradual development of John's true
personality. For whether they travelled or stayed in
England, whether they rusticated at the White Cottage in
Malvern Wells or led a social life in London: opera -
theatres - concerts - receptions and the reciprocal enter-
taining in private houses and fiats that had not yet been
superseded by the restaurant and the night club, always
they read and read and read, in English, in French, even
occasionally, to judge by a few volumes in Ladye's library,
in Italian. Ladye would read aloud to John, as I also did
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